The Metro thui ,• §# /$&,, 

f s£% *"J what?s * h f &*««* taMie which if,<rK«ie{«K! 
; a.lc A U IWuch a graceful! courrefic cldiuercd ?" g 

l . ?'"*' ? *' deiefted flat, what i> k. • 

TM??' V* m r «««a>. ' 

j .Zaorrf.Henad need iruanc better then bisetitwsr.4 (V... 
any way fpcajtc in hi* iutl command : For by his ruftie out^? 
nee appeatc, to have prated more the Whjpftocke , fafe 

3 ftfan S-, for he erne's to a« hon^ 

Vn ;;. i *^ And fn P ur P°^ c l«h» armour ruft 

\ ntm this day. to fcowre it in the dwft. 

t , A ,u &' ' ) P"'j 0! ? * hut a foale, that make* vs fan 
fhc out ward habite, by the inward man. 

But flay, the Knights are commit^ 

We will with-dtaw into the Gallery. 

GnsjfhoKtcs ,4*4*11 try . The mau* Knight . 

King. Kmghts.tofay you’r. Welcome were fupe.fluous. 

I place vyoa the volume of your deedes. ^ 

As in a Title page, your worth ia armes , 

Zt'™*' th;n J 0 ^pea ( or more then’, fit. 

Since cuery worth in (hew commends it fc(fe : 

PreparefoT muth, for mirth comes at a ftaft. 

You are princes and mygueft^ 

Thai, But you my Kmght a«d g«ft 4 " 

To whom this wreathe of vi&ory I riue, 

^/rS byf r n{(,Lsd y) ,ht,b ^‘ fit ' 

Andt^^TL by ^ h3t ^ Wi,! * the %»y0U^ 

d were, I hopejs none that cnuics it : 



p er ides Prince oj . Tyre. 

In framing an Attift,Art Lath thu s decreed, 

To male feme good, but others to exceed, 

And you her laboured fchollericome Quecne of th teaft, 
Tor ( daughter fo you are, here take your place j 
MattiaU the reft, as they deferue his grace. 

Knights. Wee are honoured much by good Simottiats. 
King. Your; prefen t glads our dayes honour we loue. 
For who hates honour hates the God aboue. 

Marjh. Sir yonder is your place. 

Per. Seme other is more fit. 
i .Knight. Contend not fir for we are gentle men. 

That neither in our hearts nor outward eyes 
Enuy the great, or doe the low defpife. 

You are right curteous Knights. 

King. Sit, fit, fit, 

By lout (I wonder) that is King of thoughts, 

Thefe Cates refill me, he not thought vpos). 

Thai. By Imo (that is Quecne of Manage) 

All Viands that I eate do feetne vafauory, 

W idling him my me: i : Cure hec’sa gallant gentleman, 
Kwg.Hee’sbut a country gentleman, has done no more 
Then other Knights haUe done, hat broke a ftaffe, 
Orlo;ict itpaff.'. 

Th'A\, To me he feemed a Diomond to glafle. 

1 You King’stp me, like to my fathers pi&ure, 

Which .els me in that glory once he was. 

And Princes tat like ftars about his Throne, 

And he the Sun, for them to reuerence ; 

None thar beheld hjm but like lefTer lights. 

Did vaile their Crownes to his fuprcmacy ; 

Where how his Ipnne like a Glo-worme in the nighr. 
The which hath fire in datknefte none in ligh t ; 

Wheicby I fee that time’s the King of men, 

For hee’s their parents and he is their grauc. 

And giues them what he will not what they craue. 

King, what are you merry, Knights ? , 

Xntgbts.yjha can be other in this royall prefence ? 



King 
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